THE DEUX-VILLES THEATRE

happened to be a photograph album, and threw it as hard as he could
on to the floor. The pages came loose and the photographs scattered.
And Gabriel recognized Rome, Florence, Venice, the same fountains,
basins and canals, the same palace fagades, and the other in almost
every photograph.

"Never force yourself to do a kind action again, since you're incap-
able of carrying it through," said Jacqueline. "You make one pay too
dearly for it."

He turned away and went out, banging the door.

IV

At his narrow desk, from which he directed every detail of his theatre,
as a captain runs a ship from his bridge, except that he felt himself to
be not only the master under God, but God himself, Edouard Wilner
was writing.

The lamp lit up his heavy, leaning body, his white, short hair, slightly
curled at the ends, and the back of his vast fat neck.

Beyond the rosewood desk a young man stood waiting till Jehovah
consented to notice his presence.

The young man, his face discreetly powdered, was one of the actors
in Edouard Wllner's new play which had just gone into rehearsal.

The great dramatist eventually raised his head and put down his
pen.

"Oh, it's you, my dear Romain!" he said.  "Yes, I sent for you .. .*'

His voice fell from his mouth like water from a gargoyle on the porch
of a cathedral from behind whose doors sounded the diapason of the
organ.

His eyelids seemed to fall straight from his forehead to merge with
the lines of his cheeks; his huge ears seemed to perceive the distant
murmurs of cosmic space; and his nostrils to breathe five times the
amount of air that ordinary mortals need. The corner of his lip was
curved in a universal disdain. Irony was concentrated in his eye.

For forty years Paris had been comparing this extraordinary face to
everything it could think of.

" I sent for you because I wanted to tell you that I find your wife
very charming," Wilner went on.

The young actor smiled half in surprise and half in embarrassment.

"Yes, yes, very charming. I say so because I think it," Wilner con-
tinued. "She has a very pretty body, and she's intelligent and seems
to have feeling. Oh, yes, she's very charming, she pleases me very
much."

His frequent repetitions and particularly his manner of beginning a
sentence with the words which had ended the last made WHner*s
speech slow.
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